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superficial, showed at least that he was acquainted with their
work. He had, also, his dislikes, "Formerly I hated George
Sand; now Georges Ohnet makes her almost bearable to me,
In the books of Emile Zola, the washerwomen, like the
concierges, speak a French that does not thrill me* When they
stop speaking, Zola, without noticing it, continues in the same
tone and in the same French/' And for no apparent reason he
felt obliged to remark that; "The Marquis de Sade does not
interest me, I assure you; but, dear me, that is not at all
through virtuousness*"
Gauguin found on reflection that his opinions of the Danes
were unchanged, and he recorded some of them* "Zola,"
he claimed, "had his hatreds* Without being, like him, a great
man, one may, it seems to me, also have one's hatreds* I belong
to such people* I hate Denmark profoundly* Its climate, its
inhabitants* * . * Let me take you into a salon the like of which
is rarely seen to-day: the salon of a count of the great Danish
nobility. The vast salon is square. Two enormous panels of
German tapestry, made specially for the family, as wonderful
as it is possible to imagine* Two overmantels, views of Venice
by Turner * * * marquetry tables, period stuffs. You enter and
are received* You sit on a pouffe, in the shape of a slug, in red
velvet, and on the wonderful table there is a cloth costing a
few francs from the Bon Marde, a photograph album and flower
vases in the same genre. Vandals! Next to the salon is a charming
museum-like room* The picture collection; the portrait of an
ancestor by Rembrandt, etc* * , * It smells of must * * * no one
goes there* The family prefers the chapel where one reads the
Bible and you freeze* * * * Very practical the Danes * * . try
them, but do not get tied up with them/* Thinking of the
Norwegian playwright Henrik Ibsen and his play, An Enemy of
the People, Gauguin noted: "So little is needed for a woman to
fall, whilst a whole universe has to be raised to help her up * * *
without contesting the genius of Ibsen, I would like to say
this, that we French are perhaps just as steady going; less
heavy perhaps* In the mythology of the North the winds appear